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out confidence. It is only because the American is away. It
is not that I am jealous of him. He is incomparably foolish,
rich, smug, self-satisfied, and insensitive. He has gone to hunt
gorillas in the forest with Bentinck. Could anything be more
foolish than to destroy the great apes in their home? The
destruction of gorillas, as of charity, should begin at home.
Everything is due to Congo. Something happened to Olga
that day. It was not just the loss of her infant. It is her pre-
occupation with the wild beast that she has nourished at her
breasts.3
To think of a gorilla suckled at them was an obscenity.
He put down the pen. To think of her caressed by those black
hands... He put the end of his pen into his mouth. I must
write, he thought. I must write or I shall go mad. Suppose
the professor found what he wrote? Well, suppose he did?
In a way he would be glad. It was written for himself, but if
it was found... He was not even particularly careful of it.
An end must come: an explosion. There were limits. He
could not define them; he merely knew that there were limits
to what he could bear.
It was Tuesday again. She had said after lunch: in the
guest house. It was easy for him to get away... But Wilson's
house! What cruelty... what sadism! Only a woman would
think of a thing like that. He thought with longing of the bed
... of Olga. That was what she meant... to humiliate him,
to destroy his pride. But to what end? To enjoy some dis-
torted mental debauch, an orgy of the mind as well as of the
^ body? Or did she just hate men?
He wished he knew more about women. His student days
had been lived very correctly. If they had not been, he might
have been better equipped to meet the situation which con-
fronted him. But if they had not been, he would never have
met the professor. Cause, effect; more cause, new effects...
the squirrel cage of psychological action and reaction. He
could not remember the beginning of this business. The first